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THE  VARSITY  EXPOSED 


A SCOOP  FOR  SCHOOL 


AT  LAST  THE  REAL  LOW- 
DOWN  ON  THE  SITUATION 


The  Music  Room  will  witness  the 
greatest  expose  of  the  season.  Ken 
Joyner  and  Company  have  decided  to 
show  Schoolmen  how  it  is  done  in  the 
Varsity  office. 

Have  you  wondered  how  the  Var- 
sity’s staff  got  that  way?  Have  you 
marvelled  how  they  secured  new  mem- 
bers for  the  staff?  Then  see  this  skit. 
Sees  all,  knows  all.  tells  all.  Learn 
how  these  men  run  a virtual  slave 
traffic — how  they  take  freshmen  in  the 
plastic  state  and  mould  them  to  their 
fell  purposes.  Learn  how  a future 
editor  is  taught  ten  new  words  daily, 
and  is  coached  to  approve  of  petting 
and  to  gaze  with  disfavour  on  a hil- 
arious theatre  party.  Learn  how  a 
helpless  child  has  puns  recited  to  him 
till  he  doesn’t  know  the  difference  be- 
tween right  and  wrong,  how  he  is  next 
made  Champus  Cat,  and  how  he  then 
goes  about  perpetrating  puns,  all  un- 
conscious of  the  horrible  suffering  he 
is  causing  to  a tortured  world.  Learn 
how  the  new  men  are  taught  to  make 
a sensation  out  of  things  as  weak  as 
Hart  House  soup.  Learn  how  they 
excite  interest  in  dull  times  by  firing 
bullets  through  fraternity  windows — 
and  how  they  can’t  even  shoot  straight 
enough  to  hit  anyone  in  the  frat. 
Learn  how  they  are  so  lost  to  shame 
as  to  publish  the  private  letters  of  a 
nice  girl  named  Laura  Louise,  when 
she  isn’t  even  asking  for  alimony.  - 

Bmt  we  can’t  tell  you  the  whole  plot. 
You’ll  have  to  see  for  yourselves. 


“What  were  you  boys  arguing  about 
just  now?’ 

“About  the  size  of  my  head.’’ 

“Oh,  yeh,  the  bone  of  contention.” 


Now  that  we’ve  seen  it  on  every  type 
of  masculine  pate,  we’ve  decided  that 
the  derby  looks  best  on  the  slide  trom- 
bone. 


THE  CHEMICAL  CLUB 
DISPENSARY 


OPEN  ALL  NIGHT 


Veteran  patrons  of  School  Night 
will  recall  the  Chemical  Club  stand, 
opposite  the  east  stairway,  on  the  main 
drag.  In  previous  years,  the  hottest 
thing  obtainable  there  was  a box  of 
matches.  To-night  the  boys  are  oper- 
ating a speak-easy.  The  place  looks 
innocent  enough,  but  that’s  just  to  fool 
the  omnipresent  University  Police. 
Just  as  a special  favour,  we’ll  tell  you 
the  password.  Crawl  slowly  up  to  ithe 
booth  on  your  hands  and  knees.  If 
possible,  approach  from  behind  a pillar. 
Bark  like  a cow,  and  turn  back  your 
left  coat  lapel,  displaying  a cross, 
chalked  on  the  cloth.  And  if  you  are 
foolish  enough  to  do  all  that,  you  are 
so  drunk  you  shouldn’t  take  any  more, 
so  you’d  better  go  right  home  and  take 
an  asprin  (advt.).  Either  that  or  a 
dose  of  Lydia  Pinkham's  (another 
advt.). 

But  if  you  really  need  liquid  sus- 
tenance, and  have  established  your 
credentials  as  stated  above,  heretofore, 
and  previously,  then  it  is  merely  neces- 
sary to  lean  over  and  ask  for  a glass 
of  lemonade,  at  the  same  time  whisper- 
ing “Dirty  Chemicals.”  You  will  either* 
be  blackjacked,  or  your  lemonade  will 
be  poisoned.  In  either  case,  the  re- 
sults will  be  highly  satisfactory,  and 
your  worries  over  for  the  evening. 
The  Chemicals  are  perfectly  capable  of 
taking  care  of  your  girl  friend  while 
you  are  “out,”  so  don’t  let  that  phase  of 
the  question  deter  you. 

With  regard  to  the  milder  liquids, 
the  men  in  charge  of  the  stand  display 
remarkable  ability  in  concocting  satis- 
fying beverages.  This  is  all  the  more 
surprising  because  the  chief  aim  in  life 
of  the  Chemicals  seems  to  be  to  make 
the  Mining  Building  uninhabitable  for 
all  but  themselves — and  they  are 
hardened  to  it.  Chocolate  bars  and 
cigarettes  complete  the  staple  line  of 
goods  carried  for  the  benefit  of  School 
Nighters. 


AQUATIC  PROGRAM  IN  THE 
TANK 


JOHNNY  GOSS  AND  HIS  MER- 
MEN MAKE  WHOOPEE 


At  9.00  o’clock,  those  who  are  lucky 
enough  to  have  a toe-hold  in  the  tank 
gallery  will  gaze  on  the  evening’s 
aquatic  sports.  Please  do  not  emu- 
late the  young  man  at  the  Masquerade 
who  thought  he  was  disguised  as  a fish, 
and  who  carried  realism  so  far  as  to 
jump  .into  the  tank.  Don’t  imitate  him, 
even  if  the  program  is  so  good  that 
you  are  packed  in  like  sardines.  Heh, 
heh,  kill  the  editor ! All  right,  all 
right,  we’ll  forego  the  puns,  but  we 
simply  must  remark  that  all  the  per- 
formers will  be  well  tanked.  Our 
pride  forbids  us  to  mention  “all  wet” 
in  any  connection  whatever.  There- 
fore, having  no  more  wises  to  crack, 
we  will  shut  down.  The  show  doesn’t 
need  any  advertising,  anyway,  because 
everyone  knows  how  good  it  always  is. 

Don't  forget — 9.00  o’clock  in  the 
tank. 


ALL  ABOARD 


SCENE  IN  EAST  COMMON 
ROOM  FEATURES  TRAIN 


MINERS  GIVE  VIVID  POR- 
TRAYAL OF  TRAIN  INCIDENT 


Gerry  Gray  and  Art  Dyment  will 
house  Haultain’s  sons  in  the  East  Com- 
mon Room,  where  they  will  present  a 
skit.  The  details  are  unknown  even  to 
the  actors,  so  it  is  a very  secret  affair, 
but  there  are  rumours  that  it  is  to  be 
a scene  on  a train  on  which  a honey- 
mooning pair  is  travelling.  To  gain 
effect,  a freshman  has  been  commis- 
sioned to  throw  cinders  into  the  eyes 
of  the  members  of  the  audience.  With 
the  same  purpose  in  view,  the  windows 
of  the  Common  Room  have  been  stuck 
shut  so  that  is  impossible  to  move  them 
without  a crowbar  and  a differential 
pulley.  The  hissing  of  the  audience 

(Continued  on  page  2) 
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(Continued  from  page  1) 
will  provide  the  effect  of  escaping 
steam. 

What  the  Toike  Oike  would  like  to 
know  is  whether  there  are  to  be  any 
tunnels  included  in  this  journey.  We 
can  imagine  limitless  possibilities  with 
such  an  arrangement.  A good  old- 
fashioned  wreck  might  liven  things  'up, 
but  we  can  tell  you  that  the  skit  will 
be  neither  a “wreck”  nor  a “wash-out.” 
Further  information  may  be  obtained 
by  consulting  the  time-table,  train  No. 
79,  on  track  4.  All  aboard,  round  trip 
ticket  to  the  East  Common  Room. 


Johnny  Goss — “What’s  the  difference 
between  two  elephants  and  a potfor?” 
Graham  himself,  .in  person — “What's 
a potfor?” 

Johnny  Goss — “To  cook  stew  in.” 


THE  WRIGGLING  MARATHON 


THIRD  YEAR  ELECTRICALS 
PRESENT  THE  STORY 


HITHERTO  UNKNOWN 
DETAILS 

COME  TO  LIGHT 


WEST  COMMON  ROOM  IS 
SCENE 


The  smartest  show  in  town  (that’s 
what  they  all  say)  will  be  staged  to- 
night in  the  West  Common  Room  by 
the  third  year  Electricals,  under  the 
guiding  hand  of  the  famous  theatrical 
producer,  Mr.  William  Dowds.  Mr. 
Dowds  has  chosen  for  his  medium  the 
famous  Wriggling  Marathon,  direct 
from  a twelve-hour  run — we  mean 
swim — in  Lake  Ontario,  where  it  was 
received  with  waves  of  applause.  (Now 
don’t  make  that  read  “applesauce,”  Mr. 
Printer).  Eventually  the  show  was 
“frozen  out,”  and  was  called  on  ac- 
count of  darkness.  Mr.  Dowds,  how- 
ever,  is  certain  that  this  presentation 
will  be  much  more  entertaining  than 
the  original.  Bung  and  Beergetter 
will  be  there  with  their  trainers,  Yoke 
and  Banshee.  The  official  radio  yacht, 
Sir  Herbert  Hatchway's  “Teddy,”  will 
be  on  the  scene  at  the  spot  marked  X. 
A house-broken  eel  has  been  secured 
to  make  the  contestants  feel  at  home. 

Mr.  Yoke,  interviewed  this  morning, 
said,  “People  don’t  appreciate  the  hard 
work  involved  in  this  event,  especially 
for  me.  All  that  Bung  has  to  do  is  to 
swim  fifteen  miles,  but  I have  to  do 
all  the  worrying,  as  well  as  act  as  traf- 
fic policeman  for  his  girl  friends. 
There  was  some  talk  of  getting  a row- 
boat for  each  girl  to  follow  Bung 
around,  but  the  authorities  decided  that 
there  wouldn’t  be  any  room  left  for 
the  swimmers.  And  besides,  it  would 
have  been  a violation  of  Canada’s  naval 
agreement  as  to  her  maximum  quota 
of  battleships.” 

Mr.  Banshee  stated  that  he  would 
prefer  the  swim  to  be  held  in  Hart 
House  tank,  with  each  man  equipped 
with  a revolution  counter,  to  operate 
every  time  he  turned  a lap. 

Beergetter  had  nothing  to  say.  He 
was  busily  engaged  in  filing  his  toe- 
nails in  order  to  reduce  water  resist- 
ance. His  finger-nails  are  allowed  to 
grow,  since  they  form  useful  paddles. 

Bung  claimed  that  for  the  last  year 
he  had  been  making  friends  with  all 
the  eels  along  the  Exhibition  water- 
front. 

“Unless  some  strange  family  moves 
in,”  he  said,  “I  am  sure  I will  be  per- 
fectly safe,  as  I know  them  all  by  their 
Latin  names.”  « 

At  the  last  minute,  the  race  was  al- 
most called  off,  since  Beergetter  and 


Banshee  claimed  that  the  starting  float 
had  drifted  so  as  to  shorten  the  course 
by  1.39  inches.  The  difficulty  was  ad- 
justed when  Bung  did  a jack-knife 
dive,  thus  whittling  off  enough  of  the 
float  to  satisfy  Banshee. 

Contestants  will  be  penalized  one 
yard  for  every  false  start,  and  are  for- 
bidden to  crawl  underneath  the  break- 
water, or  walk  along  the  bottom  of 
the  lake.  The  use  of  horses  or  motor- 
cycles counts  two  points  against  the 
swimmer.  There  is  no  rule  to  prevent 
a contestant  taking  off  his  bathing  suit 
and  using  it  as  a sail.  The  only  diffi- 
culty is  in  finding  a mast. 

We  understand  that  one  swimmer 
has  been  presented  with  a Birkdale 
suit,  and  that  he  intends  to  wear  it  in 
the  swim.  Others  will  wear  their 
Birthday  suits.  (Seamless.  It  fits  the 
curves). 

So  be  there  at  the  Big  Swim,  and 
see  George  do  it. 


SPIRIT  OF  HOUDINI  RETURNS 


READING  ROOM  IS  SCENE  OF 
BLACK  MAGIC  DEMONS- 
TRATION 


MASTER  MAGICIAN  IS  AS- 
SISTED BY  TWO  LOVELY 
HOURIS 


The  Reading  Room  is  the  place.  The 
spirit  of  Houdini  will  be  there  with 
a whole  car-load  of  ectoplasm  and 
other  spooky  effects.  Two  lovely 
houris  will  also  be  present,  and  we  ad- 
vise all  Schoolmen  to  be  on  hand  to 
see  these  latest  models  from  the  Sul- 
tan’s harem.  The  delivered-in-Torcnto 
prices  are  not  available  at  the  time  of 
publication,  but  you  might  enquire  of 
the  local  agents,  Rochester  and  Jones. 

Just  a warning,  though.  Before  you 
see  this  remarkable  demonstration, 
park  your  jewelry  with  the  Hall  Por- 
ter, and  make  your  mind  a blank.  The 
management  gives  no  guarantee  that 
your  watch  will  not  leap  from  your 
pocket,  and  that  your  cuff-links  will 
not  join  the  parade.  All  jewelry  so 
obtained  will  be  promptly  hocked,  and 
the  proceeds  will  go  towards  buying 
a real  dinner  for  the  performers  when 
they  adjourn  to  Child’s  in  the  early 
morning.  Anyone  wearing  a Wool- 
worth  tie-pin  or  an  Ingersoll  will  be 
excluded  from  the  show  as  not  worth 
bothering  with. 

Mind-reading  will  comprise  another 
attraction.  Hence  the  advice  to  use 
the  art  gum  on  your  thoughts.  We 
fancy  that  even  Charlie  Colombo 
would  blush  at  hearing  his  unspoken 
desires  in  public. 

Russ  Armstrong  is  the  guiding  spirit 
behind  this  act,  and  we  can  promise 
you  it  will  be  a real  success. 
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ENGINEERING  NOTES 


Some  day  we  hope  to  see  the  Archi- 
tects come  to  bat  with  a fool-proof 
plan  for  a check  room  where  the  at- 
tendants, in  five  minutes  and  a quar- 
ter, can  return  all  coats  to  their  re- 
spective owners,  or  at  least  to  the  men 
who  wore  them. 

Another  vision.  Why  not  save  all 
this  argument  as  to  what  dance  is  be- 
ing staggered  through  at  the  time?  The 
big  electric  bell  in  the  locker  room 
could  be  used  as  a signal,  and  it  cer- 
tainly would  be  heard  all  over  Hart 
House.  The  only  disadvantage  is  that 
so  many  of  the  boys  would  rush 
absent-mindedly  to  the  big  gym,  and 
the  next  dance  might  be  more  like  a 
P.T.  period. 


All  stage  settings  wrought  by)  fresh- 
men— God  bless  ’em. 


Prominent  Schoolmen  are  agitating 
for  the  appointment  of  a musical  dir- 
ector in  this  Faculty. 

Anyone  who  has  heard  the  rich  but 
untrained  (and  unrestrained)  voices 
which  are  continually  upraised  in  the 
drafting  rooms,  will  understand  why 
the  deeper  thinkers  of  to-day  desire 
to  cultivate  this  latent  talent,  and  to 
preserve  for  posterity  the  quaint  folk 
songs  which  are  peculiar  to  School. 
Up  to  the  present,  no  success  has  at- 
tended any  efforts  to  obtain  these  songs 
in  print.  It’s  up  to  you,  Mr.  Feist! 


In  spite  of  the  recent  rumpus  with 
Mr.  Hippodrome,  we  are  pleased  to 
note  that  a spirit  of  good-will  prevails. 
On  a visit  to  the  gentleman’s  palatial 
theatre,  we  observed  the  School  col- 
ours standing  boldly  forth  in  coloured 
lights  on  the  gallery  ceiling.  Appar- 
ently all  is  forgiven. 


FROSH 

Remember  that  the  dance  at  School 
Nite  is  only  of  secondary  importance. 
The  real  signficance  of  the  evening  is 
the  general  merry-making  during  the 
presentation  of  the  skits.  Originally, 
there  was  very  little  dancing  at  School 
Nite,  and  the  intention  was,  and  al- 
ways has  been,  to  make  this  event  the 
liveliest  informal  gathering  of  the 
year. 


GATHERING  THE  CLANS 


Mel  Scriven  and  his  fourth  year 
Metallurgists  will  lead  a Highland 
parade.  All  those  with  any  Scotch  in 
them  will  please  fall  in  behind. 


The  soft  lights  gave  a fairy-like 
touch  to  the  dance  . . . swaying  couples 
drifted  about  the  floor  . . . the  music 
rose  and  fell  in  a plaintive  entreaty 
. . . she  looked  up  into  his  face  ex- 
pectantly. 

“Did  I understand  you  to  say  that 
you  are  taking  Philosophy  450  off  of 
Professor  Bone?” 

“You  certainly  did,  and  of  all  the 
dumb  dodos  that  fellow  Bone  takes  the 
prize.” 

“Sir,  do  you  realize  who  I am?”  she 
gasped  in  horror. 

“Why,  no,  can't  say  that  I do.” 

“Well,  I want  you  to  understand  that 
I am  Jane  Bone,  Professor  Bone’s 
daughter.” 

“All  I can  say  is  that  life  played  you. 
a dirty  trick.  Do  you  know  who  I 
am?” 

“No.” 

“Thank  goodness !” 


RULES 


Ladies’  cloak  room — the  billiard 
room. 

Men’s  cloak  room — the  sketch  room 
and  adjacent  halls. 

Participants  — • intercollegiate  locker 
room  and  shower. 

Patrons  and  Patronesses  will  use  the 
Warden’s  office. 

The  Committee  will  use  Room  A. 


Soph — “What’s  the  difference  be- 
tween an  Arts  man  and  a Schoolman?” 
Frosh  (scenting  a riddle) — -“I  don’t 
know.  What’s  the  answer?” 

Soph — “Gosh.  If  you  don’t  know 
that,  you  might  just  as  well  be  in 
Arts !” 


The  spinster's  motto : Look  before 

you  sleep. 


She : Are  you  a big  man  on  the 

campus  ? 

He:  Well,  I dunno  about  that,  but 

I’m  the  big  noise  at  the  library. 


A pedestrian  is  a girl  who  won’t 
neck. 


“I  left  my  money  at  home,”  said  a 
lady  to  the  conductor.  “But  you  will 
have  to  trust  me,  for  I am  one  of  the 
directors’  wives.” 

“Lady,”  said  the  conductor,  “I 
couldn’t  trust  you  if  you  was  the  di- 
rector’s only  wife.” 


"Have  you  a date  tomorrow  night?” 
“It  depends  on  the  weather.” 

“Why  the  weather?” 

“Yeh,  whether  she’ll  go  or  not.” 


Hostess : I’m  delighted  to  see  you, 

Mr.  Hackleberry  1 I’ve  heard  so  much 
about  you. 

Guest:  Yom  can’t  prove  anything. 


“I  see,  my  man,  that  you’re  putting- 
up  a new  building.” 

“Yeah,  we  only  puts  up  new  build- 
ings.” 

Just  then  the  wall  fell  over  and 
buried  them  both. 


“What’s  become  of  the  India  rubber 
man  ?”, 

“Oh,  he’s  gone  up  to  Sing  Sing  for  a 
stretch.” 


“What’s  this?” 

“A  Portrait  of  a Lady.” 

“What ! And  you  call  yourself  an 
artist  ?” 

“Oh,  no ! I’m  a woman  hater.” 


“Hey,  your  house  is  on  fire  1” 
“What?  I’m  a little  deaf.” 

“I  say  your  house  is  on  fire !” 

“Is  that  all?” 

“Well,  it’s  all  I can  think  of  right 
now.” 


Drunk : Look  at  that  sign. 

Drunker:  Whazzit  shay? 

Drunk:  Shays  ladies  ready  to  wear 

clothes. 

Drunker:  Well,  ish  damn’  near 

time,  ain’t  it? 


Problem  in  etiquette.  Would  a bald- 
headed  man,  in  answer  to  the  “colour 
of  hair"  question  on  the  motor  liscence 
form,  be  forced  to  answer  “nude?” 


/l7  ou’d  never  think  this  car  was  a 
second-hand  one,  would  you  ?” 

“No;  it  looks  as  if  you  had  made  it 
yourself.”  ^ 


She : That  auto  looks  pretty  well 

worn  out. 

He : It  ought  to,  It’s  the  sole  sur- 

vivor of  four  love  affairs. 


First  Indian : Let’s  go  on  the  war- 

path. 

Second  Indian : We  can’t.  It’s 

bein’  paved. 


DON’T  FORGET  THE  SCHOOL  AT-HOME 
ON  FRIDAY,  FEBRUARY  22nd 
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